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“All right, Steve.,” she replied. “I'll
tel] him.,*

Aftor that I felt a bit easier In my
mind over the coming brawl I went
ahend with Monday's work, directing
the mob with my one good eye. Hugh
Foley *falled to show up at all, but
that didn't matter, bécause his work
was finlshed, with the exception of the
single scene with Hopper.

N Tuesday morning we pre-

O pared for the Important bat-

“tle, and Hugly was on the lot

early. He came over to me,

looked at me for a minute, and shook

hands without saying a word. Then
he turned and walked off.

“"Hughie," T called after him, “about
this fight this afternoon"——

“Never mind tellilng me anything
about I, he replied. "This Is golng
to be a real fght, kid"

“Plenty of ginger,” [ sald,

“Wait and see,” Hugh answered, and
continued toward his dressing room.

We had lunch at the usual hour, and
then we all started for the final job
Thesre wns a larger crowd than usual,
because the other folks in a studlo
nlways like to horn In and watch a
fight. Everything was In shaps, and
Just béfore we started off I notlced
Julle Howard came In unobtrusively
and climbed upon a pile of trunka Ia
ons corner, where she could see and
hear the job In hand. I wandered over
to her.

HA you tell him?' 1 asked,

T told nim.*

“1 hopa he fighta” | contlnued,

“"He ouzht to,” Julle repeated con-
fidently. *“I think he will”

“He acts sort of queer,” 1 remarked
hopefully, “If it all comes out {o thia
scene, we pught to have the south end
of a pogrom.” -

The two Important characters ap-

peared presently,. Hughle hegan the
action, TIe was dressed In an ordl-
nary business suit, wherens Sidoey

wore evening clothes, which, accord-
ing to the schedule, ought to be
pretty well destroyed when we fin-
Ished the scene,

They came in from opposita sides,
looked at each other, sald a few bliter
words, and struck. The entire action
lasted only six milnutes,

I planted four cameras where they
would miss nothing, because T realized
hofure we turned a erank that this
would be one cneounter between gen-
tlemen which could nevee be ghot a
second time. I cither got all of It the
first time or 1 never got it. One of
my among the raft-
ors and
In from various advantageous
angles, There {8 never a close-up '‘n
that you need
no clese-ups when yon can see mur-
der belng done at a short distance.

Hueh uttered no sound after the for-
mal set speech of hia entry. The in-
structlons called for him to look as
terocious as possible, and that was
what he was dolng, without any ef-
fort, He was not acting, and I knew
{t. Just before we began cranking 1
spoke briefly to 8id Hopper, who untl
this time belleved he was as good &
man as Flughle,

“You watch yourself in this scene”
I cautioned. “This ls golng lo Do &
real fizht, so look out you don't- lose
a leg.”

YQuit kidding me,” Hopper replied
alrily, and that was the last alry re-
mark he made that day, or for many
days.

IERE was one person missing
I from the group of spectators,

chimerns was up

shoating down tha others

almed
heeause

entire

Boene,

0ld man Feltman had made a

hurrieq trip to Chicago, and I
was sorry. I wished he had delayed
nis trip so he could have witnessed
this tight. However I consoled myself
with the thought that he would see the
result when he returned. [ yelled at
the four camerans and we begun crank-
ing.

At the begloning I heard Hugh say
something to Hopper. Five minutes
after the start volces were ralsed in
protest and the bystanders began urg-
ing me to stop Hughle from killlng
Sydney Hopper before thelr eyes, It
was a fight. No doubt at all

Both of Sid's eyes were banged shut
in the first threa minutes, and his
evening clothes wers degtroyed In no
time, as demanded by the soript. It
was not a plain fistiouff combat, but
vordered more on the kaock-down and

drag-out type of battle. It must have
come am a genuine surprise to Sidney,
#ho hag fought Hughle In other plo-
tures without the ald of ambulances
of hospitals. Tables and lamps were
knocked over very rceallstically and
curtains dragged from thelr poles;
windows were smashed and plaster
Venuses went to bits In the uproar. It
was a humdinger of a fight, and every
time Hughle landed, Hopper fOopped.

Finally Sidney dropped under the
remains of a table, and when ho falled
to rouse up and continue [ ordered
the camoeras to desist. The reason
Sldney stayed where he was was

plain. He was clear oul, siceping the
sweet sleep of unconasclousness, and
I then shooed the company

far away.

“THIS IS GOING TO BE A REAL FIGHT, 80 LOOK OUT

Hopper swings a mean fisl, and he
bad been fighting for hils life, I found
a number of wind-up detalls that kept
me busy, and later In the afternoon
I went Into the projection room. When
I emerged, the studle was deserted
and dark.

WO days later I vecelved anabe
rupt summons from old man
Foltman, who had returned
from Chlcago. 1 entered his

sanctum right cheerfully, becauvse I
knew he had seen the saloon stuff and
was pleased for the first timo In three
years,
“Steve,” he
“sit down."”
I sat.

sald when [ eame |n,
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YOU DON'T

LOSE A LEG~

physiclan Ioto the rulns and he en-
deavored to restore the villaln. Hugh
Foley walked slowly out of the studlo
and across tha lot toward his dressing
room.

“Now,” | sald to Julie, a few min-
utes later, “you can go to Hughle and
tell him that you framed this up”

It was a great fight, wasn't ItT*
aha demanded, beaming on me.

“A bird” 1 admitted, *“and my
scheme worked great, Ounly there's no
use letting Hugh think you care for
Hopper, Go and tell hlm that we
framed this all up for his own good™

Julie hurried away to confess and
bathe her sweetheart's wounds, He
had plenty of them, because Sidney

NEXT SATURDAY’S COMPLETE STORY

“1've been trylng to degide all morn~
ing whether to fire you now or give
you one more chance,” he remarked,
gacing at my still discolored orb,

“Mre me!” [ echoed dazedly, "Did
you say fire me?”
“That's what I sald expclly. No

dlrector of mine can camp out In the
Brig Cafe. It don’t look right and, be-
sldes, it's a company rule, and well
you know it. Of course Hopper Is
gone, but If ha wasn't golng 1 would
have let him go for this. There's Just
one thing that saves you, Bleve.
You've got a corking good fight scene,
and It's going to hold your job this
time, but the nex: time you start for
the Brig Cafe youy can know that

ONCE A FLIRT
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A Swinging Tale of How a Young Husband Treated His
Coquetting Spouse to a Surprise—And Got One Himself,

ORDER YOUR EVENING WORLD IN ADVANCE

you're all throegh as & @irector fewr-
the Clnes-Torine™

I stargd at Feltman and tried e
comprehend. *Listen” [ sald Ormiy,
“wou're elther ernzy or. somebady has
been siringing you, [ haven't been Ia
the Brig Cafe In two yoearm, and oer-
talnly not mince I worked for you™

He grunted,

"Of courss Sidney Hopper didn’h
glve you that black eye,” pointing ab
tha dismal object In question. *“Of
corse you and he didn’t get Into a
disgraceful brawl"

“Of course you're off your nut” [
sald heatedly. *“I tell you I haven's
been within milea of the Brig ia
yearn. Where do you get all this
newn?"”

Then I dld learn something astound-
Ing. Feltman had his news and Iy
came stralght from the souree. Hop-
pér had attacked me In a drunkea
rage, following my statément st the
Brig Cafe that Hugh Foley was the
best comedy-drama actor in Callfor-
nia, The presumption was that 1 too
Was also mildly plckled, After a
heated altereation Mr, Hopper wale
loped me plenty, and the walters In-
tervened In time to save my life. This
was the polite news about me,

“Yea,™ 1 sald dumbly, “but
starteq all thia?”

“Julle told Hugh about It right af-
ter it bappened,” Insisted Feltman.
“She hnd all the details, and it may
be that, disgraceful as the Incidont
was, It had a certaln definite effcel In
the fizht between Hugh and Hupper,
Hughle llkes yvoy and probably wel-
comed a chance to lambaate Hopper.,”

“Listen,” 1 sald eancstly, reaching
for my hat, “I've got to EO and tulk to
Julle, 1'll send her to ¥ou and she can
tell ¥ou the truth, I'm Just beginning
lo sce the workings of n lady's mind,
And the truth about that eye of mine
la that I walked into a door In my
own lanocent home, Remember that,™
l I almed for the Silver Biar Res-

taurant, Hugh's car was at the
curb, as I halt expected, and within
Hugh and Julle wore peacefully lunch-
ing. I burst upon them without warn-
ing.

“Fine,” I eaild, sitting down, “You
got me Into a grand jam, young lady.
I Just came from the old man and I
nearly left my job behind me, Why
this yarn about Hopper hosting me
up?” -

“IMNdn't he?” Hugh aslted in sarprise, .

who

STEPPED Into the bright sune
shine, and as It approached noon

Julle began to laugh, Yy uppose 1t
had to come out,” shie aaig « gretiully,
“Now I'll have v tell Mr Feltman It
wasn't go'

"What wasn't so?" e vehoed,
“What ulls you twol Didn't Hopper
mitul you, Stevep”

[ explained with sote o u#nity that
Julle had double-egrassed me,

"Well," she sald  defs nsively, “Is
made Hugh fighting mad. It was o
good story, wasn't 117"

“Great,” 1 snld coldly "But what
annoys me is this: Why didn't you
tell him what we agreed on? She was
to tell you, Hughie, that she was B0«
ing to break her engagement nnd
marry Sidney Topper.  She evidently
didn’t like that story, 50 she improved
upon it

“I 43" Julie laughed, “but 1 couldn‘s

tell Hugh what yon wanted me to*

“Why?" 1 demanded, st wo litle
Bore,

"Shall we tell him, Hiugh?”

"Sure,' agreed our star

“The fact 18" Jiulle bLomlin. "U'he
fact I8 — \

“Liaten, Steve,” Hueh | lerrupted,
“Julle ana 1 ve bLeen married the
last two months. We weren't golng

to tell anybody untll wo fnislied this
pleture, Then we wore planaing on a
big trip East, maybe as far ad Potate

City, 1daho.™

[ put down my glass of waler and
looked at the two of thom In mild ase
tonishment, und that's about sl thers
is to It. We got our fght all righs
enough, but there being o lady mized
up in It, she had ta do It her ownm
way. In the mean time (adv.), In case

you have an opportunity this winter

to take a peek at “Lord Jones” cawh

your eye upon that fehe e If 1s
lan’t a real battle, I'm o blue-nosed
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